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AUTUMN  REVERIE 


Upon  awakening  this  morning  to  a cascade  of  brilliant  sunlight,  I 
decided  to  escape  the  stuffy  confines  of  my  abode  to  experience  the 
unblemished  autumn  weather.  Although  it  is  still  the  early  part  of 
fall,  the  air  displays  a certain  crispness,  a sensation  entirely 
different  from  summer’s  balminess.  A slightly  perceptible  tinge  of 
orange,  hidden  throughout  the  past  season  by  the  green  of 
chlorophyll,  is  hinting  that  the  lazy  days  of  bathing  in  the  scorching 
rays  of  summer  sun  are  gone.  The  sensations  of  sand  between  my 
toes,  the  sweet  scent  of  a sea  breeze,  the  waves  bursting  into  white 
froth  at  my  bare  feet  have  made  their  exit  from  New  England  until 
next  year. 

Since  I was  bombarded  with  acorns  falling  from  the  tinged  trees 
a few  moments  ago,  I’ve  been  forced  to  move  my  lawn  chair  to  a 
cleared  area  of  the  massive  yard  to  avoid  their  rude  attack.  A 
gentle  breeze  is  playing  tag  with  my  long  locks,  causing  me  to  brush 
the  constant  distraction  of  strands  from  my  eyes  as  I try  to  capture 
the  scenic  countryside.  Since  it  is  still  quite  early,  there  is  a definite 
stillness  contained  in  the  atmosphere.  To  my  right,  an  intense 
looking  squirrel  is  glaring  at  me  suspiciously  as  he  demolishes  his 
breakfast.  Apparently,  my  movement  has  frightened  him  because 
he’s  scurrying  off  to  hide  from  my  view. 

Sitting  here,  sipping  my  steaming  coffee,  I wish  time  could  allow 
me  to  continuously  hold  on  to  the  flamboyant  parade  of  colors 
surrounding  me.  However,  too  soon  this  season  will  pass,  keeping 
its  sequence  with  the  others.  Just  last  night,  as  I watched  the  sun 
mysteriously  slip  behind  the  outline  of  shimmering  trees,  leaving 
only  a slice  of  raspberry  sherbet  on  the  horizon,  I was  reminded 
that  the  precious  hours  of  daylight  are  fading  into  darkness  faster 
now.  Soon,  the  dazzling  shades  of  the  leaves  will  turn  a dingy 
brown,  before  falling  from  the  branches,  as  winter’s  icy  touch 
beckons. 


-Susan  Blackwell 
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EEK  AND  MEEK 

Two  chipmunks  are  hurrying  and  scurrying  in 
our  woodpile.  In  and  out  playing  hide  and  seek, 
poking  their  little  furry  faces  through  holes  and 
crevices,  looking  like  tiny  brown  dots.  Still  time  for 
fun  and  play  before  winter  really  sets  in.  Snappy 
quick  jabs  and  punctuated  stops.  Tails  twitch  like 
sparks  in  the  dark,  little  bundles  of  nerves.  I lose 
my  sense  of  time  watching  them,  but  quickly  regain 
it  when  my  oven  timer  rings;  the  cake  is  done. 

-Deborah  Berube 


AUTUMN  CHILL 

As  I wander  through  this  dying  season,  the  sharp 
sting  of  the  coming  winter  penetrates  my  skin  and 
brings  a shiver  through  my  body.  Not  only  does  the 
atmosphere  make  me  cold,  but  the  appearance  of 
the  naked  trees,  looking  like  museum  bones  of  a 
dinosaur  makes  me  want  to  hide  away  until  the 
white  winter  brightens  the  ancient  limbs  of  these 
long  forgotten  creatures. 

-Sandra  Reeby 


NOVEMBER  WIND 

I sit,  a solitary  detail,  and  watch  the  November  wind  as  it 
blows,  gasps  and  gales.  Suddenly,  I am  caught  in  a swirling 
sea  of  debris  as  I spin  and  twirl  until  I am  lost  and  gone.  I hit 
and  bounce  from  here  to  there  like  a busy  pinball  - once  shiny 
with  youth  - now  dull  with  age.  I touch  ground,  gently  lighting 
on  a blanket  of  brown  amid  my  brothers  and  sisters.  This 
journey  has  ended  as  I gaze  up  to  my  forsaken  home.  Will  I lie 
here  to  smother  under  winter’s  white  shawl  or  begin  a new 
journey  as  I’m  caught  again  in  November’s  wind? 

-Judith  Tarquinio 
4 


FEAST  DAY 


The  guest  list  this  Thanksgiving  included  my  aunt,  who  kept 
snatching  pieces  of  the  turkey  before  the  meal  was  served, 
sneaking  up  on  it  like  a cat  prowling  the  woods  to  snatch  a mouse; 
my  husband,  whose  eyes  were  like  suction  cups  stuck  to  the 
television  set  watching  football  as  if  it  were  to  become  extinct  in 
five  minutes;  my  elderly  aunt,  who  kept  lighting  up  a conversation 
which  we  tried  to  blow  out;  and,  of  course,  my  grandmother,  who 
was  hovering  in  the  kitchen  and  darting  from  place  to  place  like  a 
dragonfly  to  make  sure  that  everything  was  just  right. 

The  table  was  dressed  in  its  finest  clothing  of  lacy  linens,  which 
looked  like  delicate  snowflakes  sewn  together.  It  wore  its  best 
jewelry,  brightly  polished  forks,  knives,  and  spoons  which  twinkled 
like  stars  on  a clear  night.  The  different  colored  glasses  looked  like 
finely  polished  autumn  leaves  arranged  in  patterns  to  accent  the 
snowflakes.  The  vegetables  arranged  themselves  like  soldiers  in 
their  dress  uniforms  and  the  flames  of  the  candles  were  performing 
a flickering  dance  for  this  special  occasion.  It  was  as  if  the  table, 
vegetables,  and  flames  were  waiting  for  the  arrival  of  royalty  - the 
golden  turkey. 

The  weather  was  misty,  as  if  it  were  to  be  the  setting  of  a 
mystery  story.  This  was  appropriate  because  the  spirit  of 
Thanksgiving  is  so  mystical  as  it  floats  in  each  home  filling  the 
hearts  of  families  with  appreciation,  making  the  simplest 
possessions  seem  like  luxuries.  This  spirit  also  plants  metal  on  our 
souls,  so  the  magnet  of  Thanksgiving  can  draw  us  together  in  unity. 

After  the  meal  was  finished,  it  looked  like  some  foreign  power 
had  noticed  the  celebration  of  the  golden  turkey  and  decided  to 
bomb  the  entire  table.  The  remains  were  scattered,  the  clothing  of 
the  table  was  stained,  and  its  jewelry  tarnished  with  the  leftovers 
of  the  vegetables.  During  the  clamorous  confusion  of  the  feast,  the 
flames  had  quietly  departed,  along  with  the  magnet  of 
Thanksgiving,  leaving  us  as  we  were  before  and  the  day  as  just  a 
common  weekday. 


-Terri  Fowler 
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A DESPICABLE  MAN 


My  father  loved  beer  so  much  that  he  gave  up  his  wife  and  two 
daughters  for  a “bar”  seat  at  his  favorite  tavern:  He  sat  in  that  seat 
the  very  moment  that  I was  born;  my  mother,  alone  in  her  pain, 
prayed  for  the  comfort  only  her  husband  could  give;  her  prayers 
went  unanswered. 

When  I was  6 years  old,  I remember  wishing  that  Saturday 
nights  would  never  come.  My  father  would  come  home,  around 
midnight,  drunk  as  usual,  accusing  my  mother  of  being  a lazy  slut, 
and  threatening  to  push  her  out  the  second  floor  window:  She’s 
crying  uncontrollably,  clutching  me  as  I cuddle  in  her  lap, 
protecting  her  from  his  strong  hands.  This  wild  man  can’t  be  my 
father;  fathers  love  their  children  and  wives. 

On  Christmas  Eve,  that  same  year,  our  house  was  the  only  house 
on  the  street  without  a Christmas  tree.  My  mother,  sister  and  I 
waited  impatiently  for  my  father  to  return  home  from  his  unknown 
whereabouts,  hoping  he  would  bring  a tree  home  with  him.  Well, 
he  did;  but,  the  tree  was  crooked  and  skinny,  the  branches  were 
practically  bare.  My  sister,  who  always  disliked  my  father,  even 
when  he  was  sober,  immediately  screamed  at  him,  calling  him  a 
no-good  drunk,  and  confessing  to  him  that  she  wished  he  wasn’t  her 
father.  Suddenly,  his  hand  lashed  out,  cracking  her  across  her  bare 
thigh;  the  imprint  of  his  hand  burned  red  on  her  skin.  The  unknown 
man  that  had  accompanied  my  father  safely  home,  blushed  with 
embarrassment  and  nervously  made  excuses  to  leave.  I stood 
silently  watching  all  this,  the  shock  wearing  off  slowly,  but  my 
hatred  for  my  father  growing  strong  and  quick.  My  mother,  quietly 
decorating  the  tree,  sighed  with  relief  as  my  father  passed-out  cold 
on  the  couch so  much  for  Christmas  Eve. 
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After  the  legal  separation  was  official,  my  father  gained  visiting 
rights,  but  only  visited  once.  My  sister  refused  to  go,  but  I went 
with  him  over  to  his  mother’s  house.  I didn’t  see  him  all  afternoon 
while  he  sat  guzzling  beer  with  his  brothers.  I played  with  my 
cousin  until  it  was  time  to  go  home.  I remember  the  sickening  odor 
of  stale  beer,  hanging  on  his  breath,  absorbed  into  his  dingy  white 
T-shirt.  I rolled  down  the  car  window  and  silently  welcomed  the 
clean  air.  Glancing  over  at  my  father  I saw  his  eyelashes  blinking  - 
without  stopping.  I wished  I was  old  enough  to  drive.  Finally,  he 
turned  the  car  onto  the  street  I lived  on,  pulled  up  in  front  of  my 
house,  and  parked  the  car  so  that  the  right,  front  tire  was  sitting  on 
the  curb.  Clumsily,  he  opened  his  door  and  fell  out  of  the  car  onto 
the  road,  feeling  no  pain.  We  walked  up  the  sidewalk,  to  the  side 
door  of  my  house,  in  silence.  I kept  my  eyes  on  him,  waiting  for  him 
to  trip  over  his  feet  and  plunge  to  the  ground.  He  made  it  into  the 
hallway,  but  stopped  at  the  foot  of  the  stairs.  Turning  to  face  me,  he 
grabbed  my  shoulders,  and  before  I could  even  say  “goodbye”  he 
kissed  me  on  the  lips,  the  way  a husband  kisses  his  wife,  hungrily 
and  long-lasting.  I almost  threw  up,  but  I managed  to  push  him 
away.  Darting  up  the  stairs,  wiping  my  mouth  thoroughly,  and 
sobbing  out  loud,  I swore  he  would  never  have  the  chance  to  treat 
me  that  way  again.  I wanted  to  kill  him. 


--“Mariann” 


PARTS  DEPARTMENT 


I work  in  the  parts  department  of  the  V&P  Truck  Center  in 
Methuen.  Tom,  my  boss,  is  the  easy  going  but  hardworking  type; 
he  works  many  hours  and  he  keeps  a constantly  filtering  eye  on  all 
that  goes  on  in  the  department,  yet  he  is  not  a whip  lasher;  if  you 
happen  to  take  a minute  out  of  your  work  schedule  to  toss  around 
trivia  with  a workmate,  he  doesn’t  spring  upon  your  back  like  a 
leopard  seeking  your  flesh  and  blood  for  his  own  profit.  Tom  has  a 
computer  brain;  if  you  ask  him  for  a part  number  for  an  item, 
common  or  uncommon,  the  chances  are  he  has  it  in  storage;  his  eyes 
rise  upward,  the  data  banks  whir,  a moment  passes,  then  out  comes 
the  info.  In  the  evening,  when  the  powerhouse  of  activity  has  been 
reduced  to  the  output  of  a low  voltage  battery,  he  is  diligently 
trimming  a tower  of  paperwork. 
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He  often  sings  to  himself  tunes  that  are  raggy  takeoffs  of  popular 
songs,  or  he  croaks  and  moans  traditional,  gentle,  folk  melodies  as 
he  leisurely  traverses  the  parts  aisles.  His  understanding,  warmth 
and  friendliness  are  qualities  absent  from  many  bosses  I have 
known,  yet  he  is  not  a Casper  Milktoast  or  an  easy  doing  pushover; 
his  intuitive  senses  slice  through  the  facade  of  insincerity  of 
someone  trying  to  capitalize  on  his  good  qualities  for  their  own 
deceitful  purposes  like  a machette  wacking  through  brush;  his  rare 
anger  shows  on  such  occasions  as  he,  with  controlled,  skilled 
politeness,  thrusts  forth  an  iron  rail  of  self-assertion.  The  other 
person  knows  where  he  stands.  No  one  drags  him  into  an  argument 
or  unpleasant  situation  that  he  doesn’t  care  to  get  involved  in;  he 
has  the  remarkable  ability  of  setting  up  any  social  interraction  into 
his  own  stage  show  where  he  is  the  leading  character  who  is 
familiar  with  the  complete  workings  of  the  entire  supporting  cast. 
In  addition,  he  displays  a fine  manner  of  working  with  and 
tolerating  the  stupidity  and  baseness  of  the  permanent  and 
transient  members  of  this  cast. 

His  appearance  is  pleasant,  yet  striking;  he  is  tall,  lanky,  blond- 
haired and  middle-aged,  but  there  is  something  else,  something 
that  doesn’t  show  physically;  it  is  an  aura  of  competence  and 
self-confidence  that  permeates  his  surroundings  and  encompasses 
the  minds  of  others  to  bring  them  under  his  subtle  spell.  While  a 
number  of  bosses  have  to  kneel,  beg  and  kiss  ass  or  scream, 
threaten  and  kick  to  get  what  they  want,  Tom’s  commands  are 
acted  upon  because  others  want  to  please  him  even  if  they  feel  that 
his  requests  are  not  quite  appropriate  to  the  circumstances. 

Tom  always  has  time  to  hear  an  employee’s  work-related 
question  or  problem,  even  if  he  is  engaged  in  an  important  activity 
such  as  discussing  financial  matters  with  the  company’s  other 
big-wigs.  He  never  demands  too  much  of  his  workers,  and  if  at  any 
given  moment  he  has  free  time  and  he  notices  that  one  of  the 
workers  is  unable  to  process  the  demands  of  customers  or 
mechanics  at  either  of  the  two  parts  windows,  he  will  assist  them 
with  a smile  and  a friendly  joke  concerning  their  inability  to  cope 
with  a normal  day’s  work. 

He  comes  up  with  ideas  that  are  simple,  workable  and 
embarrassingly  obvious  to  us  who  have  tried  to  come  up  with  these 
ideas,  only  to  have  them  slide  through  the  gathering  nets  of  our 
minds’  problem-solving  abilities.  The  machinery  of  the  parts 
department  has  never  purred  so  smoothly  since  Tom  was  made 
captain  at  the  controls. 
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-David  Johnson 


ACADEMIC  PRESSURE 


School  is  a jar  of  knowledge  which  spills  over  to  be 

wiped  up  the  the  minds  of  students. 

♦ 

Today  I found  myself  surrounded  by  homework 
which  was  controlling  my  every  move.  I pulled  out 
my  pen  and  fought  for  hours  to  achieve  my  freedom. 
I finally  killed  each  and  every  one  of  them.  I can  go 
to  bed  now,  wary  that  their  relatives  may  seek 
revenge  tomorrow. 

♦ 

A hard  test  is  like  a whip  cracking  those  who 
attempt  to  master  it,  keeping  its  victims  in  constant 
fear  of  its  power. 

* 

Pressure  of  the  ending  semester  is  in  the  air 
squeezing  its  victims  to  a choking  feeling.  We  are 
waiting  for  the  relief  of  vacation,  so  we  can  once 
again  breathe  normally. 


--Terri  Fowler 


THE  SIX-PACK 


It’s  Friday  night,  but  it  could  be  any  other  night. 
Sitting  in  a friend’s  car  with  a six-pack  at  my  feet.  So 
majestic,  it  looks  like  six  capped  soldiers  standing  in 
formation.  Soon  the  soldiers  are  decapitated  and  felled 
all  over  the  car  floor.  I am  feeling  pretty  good.  Now 
the  soldiers  are  missies  being  propelled  out  the 
window,  smashing  and  crashing  all  over  the  once 
beautiful  countryside.  Tomorrow  we  will  ask 
ourselves  why  we  did  that.  My  head  will  hurt. 

--Tim  Campbell 
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A MAN  OF  MANY  DREAMS 


To  Mr.  Able,  this  house  means  a great  deal.  He  grew  up  here  and 
since  he  went  up  and  down  these  stairs  numerous  times,  this 
stairway  became  an  important  part  of  his  life.  He  was  acquainted 
with  every  curve,  step  and  noise  in  the  passageway,  the  soft 
squeaks  of  the  door,  how  many  steps  there  were  and  how  fast  he 
could  go  up  without  tiring.  The  door  was  of  heavy  wood  and 
finished  in  a dark  brown  color  with  a stained  glass  window.  As  for 
the  stairs,  they  were  of  a lighter  finish  and  the  walls  white  with 
brown  flowers  imprinted  upon  it.  Down  by  the  door  was  a round 
overhead  lamp  that  lit  up  the  doorway.  This  is  Mr.  Abie’s  house, 
located  at  97  Stalker  Street. 

We  begin  by  getting  to  know  Mr.  Abraham  Able,  or  Abe,  who 
was  a nice,  sweet  old  gentleman  and  spent  his  life  in  this  house.  It 
was  here,  he  experienced  his  emotions  of  safety,  protection,  love 
and  fear. 

Let’s  go  back  to  Abe’s  childhood.  Abe  was  born  in  this  house,  in 
the  upstairs  corner  room.  His  parents  were  middle-aged  when  he 
was  born.  Even  as  a child,  Abe  was  well-behaved,  always  giving  of 
himself  and  helping  his  parents. 

When  Abe  was  17,  his  parents  died.  The  night  before  they  died, 
he  had  a dream.  This  dream  left  him  with  a feeling  of  impending 
death  associated  by  black  shadows.  The  following  night,  both  of  his 
parents  died  in  their  sleep.  He  connected  his  dream  with  their 
death  and  never  forgot  this  strange  occurrence. 

Abe  inherited  the  house  and  that  is  where  he  chose  to  live.  In 
time,  Abe  overcame  the  loss  of  his  parents  and  resumed  his 
carefree  life.  He  worked  at  different  odd  jobs  for  awhile  and 
continued  with  his  schooling  and  earned  himself  a Doctorate  in 
Psychology. 

Later,  in  his  life,  Abe  met  a woman.  From  the  first  moment  they 
met,  he  knew  that  one  day  they  would  be  married. 

She  had  long  brown  hair  and  small  red  lips  with  an  innocent  face. 
Her  voice  was  like  music  and  Abe  could  have  listened  to  her 
forever.  They  went  for  long  walks,  midnight  dinners  and  spent 
most  of  their  time  together.  Two  years  later,  when  they  were  on  a 
long  walk,  Abe  asked  the  ‘big’  question.  His  tone  was  bold  and 
steady,  unlike  his  normal  voice.  He  sounded  confident  and 
determined. 
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They  were  married  in  a small  church.  It  was  a very  small 
wedding  that  included  his  wife  Jill,  a witness,  the  priest  and 
himself.  From  the  church  they  went  to  Abe’s  house,  which  would 
now  be  their  new  home. 

It  was  a simple  wedding  with  no  extra  frills.  The  wedding  took 
place  on  the  evening  of  May  the  First.  He  was  wearing  a handsome 
blue  suit,  which  was  very  conservative  and  Jill  wore  a dainty  white 
dress,  holding  a bouquet  of  beautiful  flowers. 

For  a long  time  they  lived  happily  in  their  house.  The  next  event 
brought  them  closer  and  made  them  happier  than  they  thought 
possible.  Abe’s  wife  was  pregnant. 

A son  was  born,  the  following  year.  They  were  now  a family. 
Abe’s  son  grew  older  and  at  this  point,  Abe  was  in  his  sixties.  Just 
about  then  is  when  a dreadful  dream  began  to  haunt  Abe  in  the 
night.  Even  with  all  the  safety,  protection  and  love  a man  wanted, 
now  was  to  begin  the  worst  part  of  Abe’s  life. 

One  night,  while  Abe  lay  sleeping,  he  began  to  dream.  He  saw  a 
black  figure,  falling,  but  was  unable  to  identify  it.  Suddenly,  he 
woke  up  in  a cold  sweat,  his  heart  beating  rapidly,  breathing 
heavily  with  a feeling  of  total  fear. 

This  dream  occurred  again  a year  later.  It  was  the  very  same 
dream.  Abe  thought  about  it  for  awhile  and  told  his  wife,  but  soon 
put  it  out  of  his  mind. 

Two  years  later,  the  dream  came  back.  Everything  was  exactly 
as  before,  but  this  time,  when  he  woke  up,  he  got  out  of  bed  and 
paced  around  the  house.  When  he  reached  the  top  of  the  stairs,  he 
shook  with  fear  and  experienced  a cold  chill  throughout  his  whole 
body.  Suddenly,  he  sensed  death,  just  like  the  feeling  he  had  had 
about  his  parents.  Accompanying  this  sense  of  death  feeling,  was 
the  black  shadow,  of  his  first  dream,  which  he  interpreted  to 
represent  himself. 

Waking  his  wife,  he  told  her  in  a positive  and  determined  voice, 
what  happened  and  that  he  would  soon  die.  The  only  thing  he  knew, 
was  that  it  would  have  something  to  do  with  the  stairway. 

As  the  days  passed,  the  dreams  occurred  every  night.  Each 
night,  it  got  so  he  dreaded  going  to  sleep  for  fear  of  this  dream. 
Anytime  he  would  go  near  the  stairs,  he  felt  that  fear  again.  It 
seemed  to  build  up  inside  him.  He  even  refused  to  leave  his  house 
on  account  of  having  to  go  down  those  frightening  stairs. 

The  next  two  weeks  he  lived  like  a hermit,  reasoning  to  himself, 
as  a psychologist,  that  the  whole  episode  was  crazy  and  he  was 
acting  irrationally.  But  it  did  no  good.  He  still  knew,  in  his  mind,  it 
was  about  to  happen. 
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One  night,  his  wife  and  son  were  out  shopping  while  he  was 
upstairs  alone.  Suddenly,  while  in  his  room  reading,  he  smelled 
smoke.  Running  out  into  the  hall,  he  saw  smoke  rising  from  the 
stairway.  Going  to  the  top  of  the  stairs,  he  realized  he  was  trapped. 
The  flames  were  spreading  and  suddenly,  the  lights  went  out.  That 
feeling  of  fear  came  over  him  once  again,  but  more  intense,  as  if  the 
whole  house  was  about  to  harm  him.  Unprotected  and  all  alone,  he 
froze,  unable  to  move  away  from  the  flames.  The  flames  moved 
upward,  step  by  step,  coming  closer  and  closer  to  where  he  stood. 
All  he  could  think  of  was.  “This  is  it.  I am  going  to  die!”  He  had  the 
overwhelming  feeling  of  death,  causing  him  to  sweat  profusely, 
with  his  heart  beating  hard  and  breathing  rapidly.  Then  he  saw  the 
stairs,  one  by  one,  starting  with  the  bottom  step,  collapsing. 
Finally,  the  flames  reached  the  step  beneath  his  feet,  causing  him  to 
plunge  to  the  floor  below. 

He  was  buried  near  his  parents.  And  on  his  tombstone,  it  read: 

Here  Lies  Mr.  Abraham  Able. 

A good  husband  and  father. 

A family  man, 

A kind  man, 

A generous  man. 

A man  of  many  dreams. 

-Brenda  D.  Gaudet 


THE  FLAME 

The  candle  is  burning.  It  spreads  living  shadows 
upon  the  walls  while  the  flame  is  breathing, 
dancing,  swaying,  trying  to  be  free.  The  glowing 
flame  is  like  a bird  taking  a bath  - it  dips  for  just  a 
second,  then  twists  and  turns  and  stretches  to  reach 
all  around  - at  the  same  time  shaking  its  tail.  It 
moves  with  swift,  fluid  motion  - then  suddenly 
disappears  into  a stream  of  smoke  - like  a forgotten 
dream. 


-Lynette  Beaudoin 
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HARKENED  TO  RIDDLES  AND  RHYMES 


Harken  to  everyone 
Who  lives  in  fear 
For  all  who  are  living 
The  truth  shall  lie  bare. 

Eagles  have  flown 
Beyond  rainbows  of  love 
Stallion  of  Destiny 
Has  been  seen  far  above. 

Riddles  and  rhymes 
Foolish  you  say 
Only  the  present 
Holds  the  future’s  day. 

Earthquakes  and  famines 
Valleys  and  hills 
Playing  games  in  gardens 
And  hunting  roulette  thrills. 

Straining  words  in  wonder 
To  find  the  right  meanings 
Only  leads  me  to  understand 
The  agony  it  brings. 

Joy,  you  say,  in  living 
Peace,  you  pay  the  price 
Other  than  the  three  kings 
Who  would  you  promote  as  wise? 

When  I have  tamed  life’s  longings 
And  found  all  the  answers  in  time, 

I shall  sing  them  in  a song 
Of  foolish  riddles  and  rhymes. 

-Deborah  A.  Massicotte 
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SNOWFLAKE 


The  gray  atmosphere 
Pregnant  with  moisture 
Released  ice  crystals 
Graceful  and  sylphlike 
They  journey  to  earth 
Their  intricate  patterns 
Must  remain  aloof 
The  touch  of  a hand 
Renders  them  no  more. 

-Marian  Kelly 


IMAGES  OF  FIRE  AND  SNOW 

Mid-night  of  mid-winter, 

A log  cabin  on  a mountainside, 

And  the  blizzard  is  calm  now. 

White  snow  crystals  flurry  about, 

A crisp  cool  breeze  plays  in  the  forest, 

Then  daringly  whistles  through  shingled  shutters. 

A room  full  with  a warm  hush, 

The  glowing  remains  of 
A once  blazing  fire  . . . 

The  sweet  smell  of  pine  is  heavy, 

Paired  wine  goblets  sit  half-empty, 

Flames  flicker  in  pools  of  hot  wax. 

At  the  hearth  - two  figures, 

Now  silent,  lie  together. 

Entwined  in  body,  and  in  dream. 

Their  hearts  beat  in  rhythm,  in  time. 

The  glowing  remains  of 
A once  blazing  fire  .... 

-Ruth  A.  Iannazzi 
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THE  WAIT  II 


The  frigid  cold  surrounds  me 
Soon  I become  aware; 

Frozen  trees  awaken 

To  the  warmth  of  beauty  bare. 

Secluded  in  my  squish-squash, 
Ice  hesitates  to  melt; 
Encumbersome  dealings 
Hasten  what  I felt. 

Suck  the  pain  within  me 
Draw  it  to  the  top  - 
Inner-sacred  battlefields 
Adjusted  to  the  clock. 

Strumpets  in  the  wind 
Flush  them  from  my  grave  - 
Blame  the  lilies  of  the  field 
On  how  I will  behave. 

Needless  for  the  bloodshed 
The  icy  blue  persists. 

Fate  will  bring  me  back  again 
To  the  depot  post  I missed. 

-Deborah  A.  Massicotte 
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A SPECIAL  GIFT  FOR  LOVE 


Alyce  watched  the  sympathetic  but  preoccupied  concern  of  the 
man  that  looked  down  at  her  and  noticed  the  coffee  stain  on  the 
front  of  his  wrinkled,  white  coat.  Her  father  sat  down  heavily  next 
to  her  and  rested  his  graying  head  in  his  hands,  his  shoulders 
shaking  slightly.  “What  is  wrong  with  him?’’  she  thought.  “Didn’t 
he  know  that  her  mother  would  never  have  died  and  left  her?  She 
loved  them  too  much!  They  loved  her  too  much!”  She  watched  with 
detached  interest  as  her  grandmother  came  quickly  down  the 
hospital  corridor,  her  complete  calm  and  efficiency  unruffled,  as 
always,  by  anything  that  happened  around  her.  For  the  first  time 
Alyce  noticed  how  extremely  different  her  mother  was  from  her 
grandmother.  She  patted  her  son  on  the  top  of  his  head,  almost  like 
a pet,  and  then  sat  down  and  gave  Alyce  a quick  squeeze  that  she 
knew  was  meant  to  be  sympathetic  and  comforting.  “I  don’t  need 
comforting!”  her  mind  screamed.  Didn’t  they  know  that  her  mother 
would  be  waiting  at  home  to  greet  them  at  the  door  as  she  always 
did!  She  would  cluck  over  the  injustices  of  a world  that  made  her 
family  go  outside  on  days  that  were  too  cold  for  human  beings.  Her 
mother  hated  the  cold,  the  only  thing  Alyce  knew  of  that  she  did 
dislike,  and  worked  hard  to  keep  it  outside. 

Her  mother  did  not  greet  them  at  the  door  when  they  got  home. 
There  was  no  warm  hug  or  voice  to  drive  away  the  chill  of  the 
outside  world.  The  house  was  dark  and  empty.  There  was  no  dinner 
waiting  on  the  table  in  front  of  a roaring  fire  in  the  fireplace.  The 
chill  and  the  stale  smell  of  her  mother’s  perfume  broke  down  the 
dam  of  disbelief  that  had  held  back  the  grief  and  resentment.  Her 
mother  had  really  died  and  left  her!  How  could  she  have  done  that? 
How  could  life  go  on  without  her?  She  hated  her  for  it. 

Her  grandmother  began  preparing  supper,  but  scolded  her  son 
when  he  attempted  to  build  a fire  in  the  fireplace.  She  said  it  would 
make  too  much  of  a mess.  “No  fire  at  dinner  time?!”  Alyce  felt  it 
was  her  mother’s  fault  that  it  was  taken  away  from  her.  She  was 
filled  with  hate  and  resentment  against  everyone,  especially  her 
mother  who  had  deserted  her  and  left  her  alone  in  the  cold. 

Her  grandmother  quickly  had  everything  under  control  with  the 
smooth  efficiency  that  was  so  like  her.  But  everything  lacked  the 
warm  loving  care  that  went  into  everything  her  mother  did. 


19 


As  Alyce  came  through  the  door  from  school,  her  attention 
focused  for  the  first  time  in  days  on  the  plaster  of  paris  figure  on 
the  mantel.  Alyce  thought  how  ugly  it  was  and  rushed  to  smash  it. 
She  stopped  suddenly,  her  hand  poised  above  her  head;  then  she 
slowly  brought  the  figure  down  and  hugged  it  to  her.  She  had  made 
the  figure  for  her  mother  when  she  was  in  elementary  school.  She 
hadn’t  noticed  it  for  years.  Alyce  dropped  to  the  floor,  the  figure 
held  tenderly  in  her  hands.  It  was  meant  to  be  the  figure  of  her 
mother.  She  traced  it  with  her  finger,  remembering  the  small, 
child-like  hands  that  had  molded  it  with  so  much  love.  She 
remembered  her  mother’s  exclamation  of  pleasure  and  the  fuss  she 
had  made  over  it  as  she  had  unwrapped  the  unexpertly  wrapped 
package.  The  ugly  figure  had  received  the  place  of  honor  on  the 
mantel  and  had  remained  there  even  when  older,  more  expert 
hands  had  made  or  bought  more  beautiful  gifts. 

The  memories  came  flooding  back  with  the  tears.  She  broke 
through  the  resentment  that  kept  away  the  pain  of  totally 
accepting  her  loss.  She  remembered  the  feeling  of  special  love  and 
warmth  that  had  surrounded  anyone  or  anything  that  came  into 
contact  with  her  mother.  She  also  remembered  her  mother’s  faults 
and  felt  the  guilt  that  she  hadn’t  told  her  enough  how  much  she 
loved  her.  Her  father  came  home  from  work  and  found  her  on  the 
floor  in  the  darkness.  Together  they  sat,  crying  and  remembering. 

Alyce  began  caring  for  the  house  and  her  father,  plus  attending 
school  to  become  a nurse  with  the  same  efficiency  of  her 
grandmother.  But  the  special  gift  for  loving  she  had  learned  from 
her  mother  showed  through  in  everything  she  did,  and  the  plaster 
of  paris  figure  of  her  mother  still  holds  its  place  of  honor  on  the 
mantel. 


--Corrine  MacDougall 
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REBIRTH 


It’s  a strange  feeling. 

I feel  like  a butterfly, 

Who,  just  out  of  its  cocoon, 

Is  now  learning  to  fly. 

Each  stroke  of  my  wings 
Brings  a new  joy 
And  a new  pain, 

For  my  wings  are  new 
And  are  stretching 
And  forming  shape. 

I travel  through  rain 
For  I am  still  unaware 
Of  what  environment, 

What  world, 

I should  travel  through. 

And  I travel  through  sunshine, 
And  my  wing  tips  touch  others 
Who  travel  near, 

If  they  dare. 

Come,  taste  the  sweet  sunshine 
Which  nurtures  you. 

So  do  not  cry 

For  my  wings  may  bring  pain 
But,  soon  they  will  bring  great  joy 
Of  colors  of  love. 

My  wings  shall  stretch  and  grow 
And  reach  the  heavens. 

Will  yours? 

-Deborah  A.  Massicotte 
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POEM 


Crumpled,  shattered  and  torn  into  a heap  - 

Thin  outlines  of  cellophane  flattened 

and  worn 

Dark  silhouette  of  a delicate  framework 

of  twig 

Crushed  beyond  life,  yet,  hauntingly  beautiful 
Lies  a dead  dragonfly  on  the 
walkway. 

-Nancy  P.  Deurell 


THE  TOURIST  A CAMERATUS 

One  assurance  that  summer  is  here  is  the  arrival  of  the  tourists 
who  scrutinize  the  downtown  business  section  with  cameras 
strapped  around  their  necks  and  awkward  black  cases  hung  on 
shoulders,  better  known  as  tourista  cameratus.  They  come  in 
groups,  congregating  on  corners  with  lost  expressions  and  slumped 
bodies,  instantaneously  clicking  away  at  building  facades  and 
passing  patrons  and  residents,  with  immense  concentration, 
peering  into  their  sophisticated  mechanical  devices,  adjusting  dials. 

The  majority  are  young,  possibly  under  thirty,  wearing  designer 
jeans  of  denim  and  corduroy,  with  tee  shirts  stamped  with  decals  of 
prestigious  prep  schools  and  colleges,  various  logos  of  jogging  shoe 
manufacturers,  and  obscured  vogue  symbolism;  an  expression  of 
free  America. 

Their  movements  are  slow  as  they  proceed  down  the  avenue 
trespassing  upon  fenced-off  areas,  onto  one-way  divided  side 
streets  and  alley  ways,  invading  the  town  hall  front  steps,  clicking 
away  at  intervals,  making  inhabitants  aware  of  their  existence,  but, 
unsure  of  their  own  destination. 

They  come  from  other  lands,  backpacking  and  drifting  through 
the  summer  days  as  they  fiendishly  capture  our  pretty  historical 
New  England  town,  leaving  behind  traces  of  film  packaging  in 
garbage  baskets  hung  on  street  lamp  posts. 
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-Barbara  Wackowski 


IN  QUINTESSENCE 


The  road  to  the  bird  sanctuary  is  nine  miles  long.  On  one  side  are 
sand  dunes,  rising  out  of  a growth  of  plum  bushes,  peculiarly 
shaped  beach  pines  and  groundplants  with  colorful  blossoms.  The 
dunes  dip  leisurely,  forming  a center  between  them  that  becomes  a 
sweltering  pot  in  the  noon-day  sun.  The  beachgrass  that  grows  on 
the  dunes  is  sometimes  scattered,  sometimes  thick,  mostly  on  the 
top,  and  acts  to  make  secure  the  crest  that  is  exposed  to  the  brisk 
wind  and  intemperate  rain.  Here  we  see  Nature  providing 
unobtrusively  against  the  slow  process  of  erosion.  Various  trails  for 
hiking  and  passageway  to  the  beachline  are  carved  into  this  haven. 
These  undersized  fire  breaks  in  the  bushes  are  undisturbed  except 
for  the  show  of  hollowed-out  footprints  in  the  powdery  sand  and  an 
occasional  crossing  by  a sand  fly.  The  opposite  side,  completely  flat, 
forms  the  wetland  and  estuary  area.  About  halfway  down  the  road 
is  the  tidal  marsh,  marked  from  a distance  by  curious,  but 
courteous,  birdwatchers  with  scopes  set  up  on  tripods.  This 
marshland  is  within  two-hundred  feet  of  the  service  road,  yet  a 
large  number  of  waterfowl,  shorebirds  and  fledglings  inhabit  this 
tranquil  feeding  station,  dwelling  hour  after  hour  unthreatened  by 
intrusion.  At  first  glance  there  appears  to  be  no  movement,  just 
reflections  of  these  small  creatures  standing  steadfastly  in  the 
shallow  water  with  heads  bowed,  feeding  continuously  in  one 
designated  spot.  This  floating  menagerie  is  indelibly  stamped  with 
signs  of  repose.  This  is  a delicate  scene;  there  is  a quintessence  that 
dispels  any  form  of  eagerness  by  the  spellbound  viewer  to  turn 
away.  Dragonflies  can  be  seen  skimming  through  the  bulrush  or 
spiraling  upward  from  the  pondweed.  Still,  there  remains  a kind  of 
harmony  in  this  action  which  gives  it  an  air  of  stillness.  The 
Summer  brings  the  purple  loosestrife  and  goldenrod  into  bloom. 
Redwinged  blackbirds  disappear  into  the  bulrush,  probably  into 
their  nests  that  lie  in  their  unmarked  territory.  The  nesting  station, 
several  miles  beyond  the  tidal  marsh,  is  the  favorite  haunt  of  scores 
of  swallows,  flying  in  graceful  patterns  with  pronounced  symmetry. 
One  wonders  how  hundreds  of  birds  in  flight  can  be  so  soothing  to 
the  eye.  Perhaps  Nature  is  fashioned  in  a harmonious  manner, 
determined  by  unwritten  laws,  a power  that  is  not  forceful  or 
vengeful.  Rather,  it  provides  for  an  unauthorative  order  of 
movement  and  many  unruffled  feathers. 

-Ann  Moore 
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BEACH  MEMORIES 


Listening  to  the  sandflies 

Battling  out  their  wars  in  tears , 
Tasting  the  evening  coolness , 

Seems  to  shred  away  the  years. 
The  inviting  aromas  of  cotton  candy , 
Caramel  com , taffy  hall . . . 

In  my  restless  childhood  memories , 
These  I love  the  best  of  all 

The  Ferris  Wheel  whirling 

That  went  on  within  my  brain 
Only  enhanced  the  delicious  feeling 
Of  summer's  quick  soft-petal  rain. 
I can  still  smell  the  heavily -heated 
Rays  of  the  burning  sun , 

Time  to  turn  me  over  now , 

One  half  of  my  life  is  done. 


--Cynthia  Blumberg 


OCEAN  EYES 


I looked  long  into  the  deep  waters  of  your  soul, 

And  wondered  what  do  they  reflect  inside. 

Those  crystal  pools  seemed  so  mysteriously  inviting, 
My  body  ached  to  dive  in  and  drown  in  their  coolness. 

-Ruth  A.  Iannazzi 
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YOUR  WALKS 


I know  many  times  you  must  walk  alone, 

To  feel  the  ocean  lap  at  your  feet, 

And  the  salty  breeze  blowing  your  hair. 

The  lonely  cry  of  a gull  echoes  against  the  rocks 
As  the  night  fades  - the  sun  rises  in  your  eyes. 

Other  times  you  need  someone  to  walk  with, 

And  I shall  be  there  to  take  your  hand. 

Wherever  your  foot  makes  a print  in  the  sand, 

Mine  will  be  there  beside  yours  - and  the 

Waves  shall  make  foam  puddles  where  we’ve  been. 


-Ruth  A.  Iannazzi 


HAIR 

The  golden  locks  of  her  long  fine  hair  are  like  the 
spiral  staircase  in  a lighthouse.  Long  and  wavy  like 
the  ocean  waves,  they  remind  me  of  sand  dunes  in 
the  Sahara  Desert.  It  has  a shine  about  it  like 
polished  chrome,  but  its  worth  is  unlimited  for 
nothing  can  replace  it.  How  did  such  beauty  capture 
my  eyes,  for  now  she  is  gone  and  her  hair  is  only  a 
memory. 


--Bob  Sweeny 
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POEM 


Morning  creeps  over  my  windowsill  in  ribbons. 
With  an  animal-like  growl  I wearily  sit  up 
in  bed. 

I allow  my  mind  to  race  for  a moment  - 
To  gather  the  essence  of  the  day. 

It’s  a month  today. 

The  marking  point. 

But  very  hardly  the  end. 

I wonder  how  it  will  all  be 
in  one  month  - or  two  - 
But  - somehow  I don’t  care 

‘cause  if  it  all  went  away  tomorrow 
I would  hurt  - and  I’d  be  lost  - 
but  what  you’ve  given  me  would 
never  allow  me  to  forget  you. 

I only  want  it  to  get  better  - which  it  will. 

It  just  feels  so  right  ...  so  good. 

It’s  going  to  be  a rather  excellent  day. 

-Nancy  P.  Deurell 


A LIBERA  TING  LOVE 

When  I reached  fourteen  years  of  age,  I met  a boy  who  seemed 
much  older  than  myself.  Actually,  he  was  only  four  years  older,  but 
at  my  age  it  seemed  like  ten!  Oh,  there  was  no  limit  to  how  old  and 
mature  my  imagination  told  me  he  was.  I fell  in  love  with  him.  It 
happened  so  quickly,  like  the  popping  of  a popcorn  kernel.  He 
changed  my  entire  life.  My  whole  personality  today  has  been 
formed  from  the  thoughts  and  morals  acquired  from  our 
relationship. 
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I met  him  in  the  summer  of  1975.  I guess  you  could  call  it  the 
summer  of  transformation,  meaning  the  summer  I was  transformed 
from  one  of  society’s  puppets,  into  a free  human  being,  a real 
person.  He  taught  me  to  follow  my  emotions  to  whatever  depths 
they  led  me  to.  Doing  this  was  one  way  to  “beat  the  system.’’  He 
said,  “People  are  too  computerized.  There  is  no  set  pattern  for 
success.  It  can  only  be  achieved  when  an  individual  is  satisfied  with 
himself.  No  matter  what  he’s  doing  with  his  life,  if  he’s  happy,  he’s 
reached  success.’’  It  was  these  thoughts  and  his  warm  personality 
which  made  me  love  him  so  much.  He  made  me  decide  to  make  my 
own  decisions  from  now  on,  no  matter  what  they  were.  I felt  as  if  I’d 
suddenly  entered  an  unexplored  world,  the  world  of  individuality. 

Our  relationship  was  beautiful.  When  we  met,  it  was  like  a seed 
had  just  been  planted;  we  didn’t  know  if  flowers  could  grow.  But 
soon,  we  blossomed  into  a garden  filled  with  our  love  for  each  other. 
It  was  paradise.  We  focused  our  attention  upon  each  other  which 
sometimes  caused  us  to  feel  as  if  we  were  the  only  living  beings,  an 
Adam  and  Eve  of  the  twentieth  century.  We  spent  most  of  our  time 
in  the  woods,  which  made  me  appreciate  the  delicate  flavor 
produced  from  nature’s  recipe  of  love. 

Unfortunately,  just  as  our  relationship  obtained  all  of  its 
strength,  my  mother,  who  dictates  her  opinions  as  orders  to  be 
carried  out,  decided  that  I was  much  too  young  to  be  involved  in  a 
personal  relationship.  Her  attitude  toward  our  relationship  led  us 
to  decide  to  date  other  people.  We  couldn’t  do  this,  living  so  close  to 
each  other.  We  decided  the  army  was  the  perfect  solution.  If  we 
belonged  together,  we  would  be  together  when  he  returned.  But,  it 
turned  out  that  the  army  was  a predator  of  our  relationship.  Its 
claw  swooped  down  and  captured  him,  taking  him  away  from  me 

forever but  I will  never  forget  him.  If  I hadn’t  met  him,  I might 

have  been  trapped  within  the  spiderweb  of  society,  soon  to  be 
devoured  by  the  set  patterns  for  me  to  follow.  Instead,  I am  free, 
choosing  the  type  of  life  I lead,  making  my  own  decisions  about  the 
kind  of  success  I will  be  happy  with. 


-Terri  Fowler 
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GOODBYE  IS  NOT  FOREVER 


Elizabeth  precariously  crept  by  the  bedside  of  her  sister,  Helen, 
who  lay  motionless,  consumed  with  dreams  of  distant  places.  For  a 
moment  she  hesitated,  gazing  down  upon  Helen’s  serene  face  and 
listening  to  the  rhythmic  flow  of  her  breathing.  Elizabeth  had 
always  admired  the  unblemished  softness  of  Helen’s  skin,  her 
lustrous  golden  locks  that  caressed  the  pillow,  and  her  long  wispy 
lashes  which  now  hid  the  sparkling  emeralds  beneath  them.  It  was 
the  first  time  in  days  that  her  sister’s  face  illuminated  a glow  of 
inner  tranquility. 

Cautiously  tiptoeing  from  the  snug  confines  of  their  shared 
bedroom,  Elizabeth  stole  her  way  down  the  dark  hallway  to  where 
her  parents  slept.  As  she  stepped  closer  to  the  familiar  snores 
emerging  from  her  father’s  mouth,  she  noticed  his  usual  calmness 
was  overtaken  by  restless  twitching.  Her  father  had  always  been 
an  emotionless  man,  oblivious  to  the  menacing  troubles  that 
plagued  the  world  around  him.  However,  the  past  few  days  had 
drained  his  peaceful  nature  and  his  face  still  wore  a painful 
expression.  Elizabeth’s  mother  lay  beside  him,  her  body  as  rigid  as 
a corpse.  The  parade  of  curls  that  usually  danced  around  her  jovial 
face  now  drooped  from  neglect.  Her  rosy  complexion  was  replaced 
by  a gray  stain  which  seemed  to  encompass  her  entire  being. 

Elizabeth  stood  there  a long  time,  wishing  she  could  wake  them 
and  console  their  shattered  spirits.  She  longed  to  reassure  them 
that  she  hadn’t  suffered  as  they  imagined;  the  night  of  her  fatal 
crash  had  induced  only  a flicker  of  pain.  Elizabeth  thought  about 
her  mother’s  warnings  last  Thursday  night  as  she  dressed  for  the 
party.  She  had  anticipated  this  night  for  weeks  with  excitement.  As 
she  brushed  the  feathered  wings  which  outlined  her  radiant  face 
and  applied  lip  gloss  to  her  full,  sensuous  lips,  she  remembered 
giving  herself  a complimentary  wink  in  the  mirror  before  dashing 
from  the  room.  When  she  breathlessly  arrived  at  the  bottom  of  the 
stairs,  her  mother  waited  to  kiss  her  goodbye.  “Be  careful  driving, 
Beth.  The  weather  is  horrible,”  her  mother  had  warned.  “I  will, 
Mom.  See  you  later.”  Neither  of  them  realized  it  would  be  their  last 
exchange  of  words. 
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The  rain  pelted  its  force  against  the  windshield  as  Elizabeth 
navigated  her  way  to  the  other  side  of  town.  The  glare  of 
approaching  headlights  seemed  to  appear  from  nowhere.  Suddenly, 
she  realized  they  were  directly  in  front  of  her.  Before  she  could  turn 
the  steering  wheel,  she  could  feel  the  pounding  impact  of  metal 
plowing  through  the  hood  of  her  car.  She  felt  the  agonizing  crush  of 
her  chest  against  the  dashboard  before  fading  into  darkness. 
Within  moments  she  could  feel  her  spirit  dislodging  itself  from  her 
dismembered  body.  Blood  oozed  from  its  torn  fragments,  but  she 
had  no  sense  of  pain.  When  the  ambulance  arrived  with  its  sirens 
bellowing  and  lights  flashing,  the  attendants  carefully  placed  her 
dead  body  on  the  stretcher  and  sped  off  to  the  hospital. 

For  the  days  that  followed,  until  now,  Elizabeth  watched  with 
pity  the  reactions  of  her  family  and  friends  - shock,  disbelief, 
horror,  and  overwhelming  grief.  She  listened  to  the  tender  elegy, 
rendered  by  the  pastor  of  her  church  and  watched  the  stream  of 
mourners  who  numbly  accepted  her  death. 

Now,  as  she  lingered  at  her  parents’  bedside  for  one  last  moment, 
she  wanted  to  ease  their  sorrow  and  tell  them  that  she  was  happy  in 
her  new  existence.  Elizabeth  was  ready  to  leave  the  astral  plane 
and  return  home  where,  someday,  they  would  all  be  reunited  once 
again. 


-Susan  Blackwell 
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BITS 


Removing  myself  from  bed  this  morning  was 
like  removing  an  elephant  from  a third-floor 
apartment. 


Walk  along  the  sidewalk  with  a smile  on  your 
face  and  a song  in  your  heart  and  you  will  surely 
step  in  dog  shit. 


Is  marriage  the  physical  joining  of  two  people 
into  one  like  a tree  that  branches  off  but  is  one 
at  the  stump,  or  is  it  two  people  held  together 
like  two  trees  next  to  each  other  whose  roots 
intertwine  below  the  earth? 


North  Andover  is  so  boring  that  merely  stealing 
a pumpkin  makes  the  weekend  a success. 


32 


